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but the thought that his uncle was suspecting him
oppressed him. Floris knew now what Werendonk
had done to make good his father's fraud, the
neighbours' children had told him, in their different
ways, and Kolk had said : c Your uncle is a stingy
fellow, but there isn't a more honourable man in
the town, stinting himself to pay your father's debts.'
Then he had understood Ms strictness, and often
he had wanted to tell him that he was grateful, but
he dared not, he simply looked at him with respect.
He wished he could grow up like that himself. One
evening, before he went upstairs, he said suddenly :
61 know what you've done for me, I'm terribly
grateful to you.' That was all he could say. His
uncle just raised his eyes, adjusted his spectacles and
answered : c I shall be able to judge that from your
conduct, and it's God you should be grateful to, not
me.' He didn't move, he would have liked to give
him his hand, but he went away then. Uncle
Gerbrand didn't believe in talk, and he was right,
he must show it by his actions. But when he was in
bed he wept because he doubted whether he would
ever be worthy of complete trust again, for if he
didn't keep perpetually on the watch, a lie came
out before he knew it, and that was the reason,
he knew, why Uncle Gerbrand was always watch-
ing him.
That spring he often felt melancholy.    There was
no one who understood him, no one to help him.